





REFLECTIONS ON THE HUMAN JOURNEY 





Volume 27 2001 / 2002 





| Just as we go to press, our nation has experienced the horror of the terrorist attacks. We | 
| join our fellow Americans in sending our thoughts and prayers to all the human beings so | 
deeply hurt by these devastating events. We reaffirm the values expressed in our pages | 
| concerning how vital it is to honor, treasure, and uphold our deep connection to each 
| other and to our natural world. In the words of an editorial in the Los Angeles Times, “As | 
| we gamer strength by joining together in rage and sorrow, the world will see that the | 
| great experiment—e pluribus unum—continues.” 





My Journey with Pilgrimage by David Barstow 


Discovering, supporting, and encouraging the unique voices of gifted writers, both new and 


established, has been a deeply fulfilling aspect of editing and publishing Pilgrimage for the past 
twenty-five years. 


Dancing with Honey Paws: A Journey with Bears by Will Nixon 


From time far older than memory, the bear has been a special being: human-like, yet close to the 
animals and hence to the source of life. 


Ghost of a Garden by Ira Chinoy 


But here was a link to the past, to one gardener’s long-gone sense of place and peace. 


Learning to be Truly Kind by Mildred Murphy Pond 


Aldous Huxley... said that the one thing he wished, in looking back on his life, was that he had been 
more kind. 


He Fell Through My Fingers by Bill Coolidge 


“Coolidge, both of us have been around the block now. There ain’t nothing more to hide, is there?” 


Intimacy, a poem by Elizabeth Colbroth 





A Connection of the Heart by Marcia Barstow 


Erline spoke of suffering from a deep place within—not only as an individual but as a shared sadness 
with countless numbers of oppressed peoples throughout the ages. 


Reflections on the Spiritual Life by James Bull 


a fleeting but profound sense of where we really are — alive, here, now—surrounded by objects of 
worship...the desert dunes, the great trees above, the flowing water and the movement of the clouds. 


Paris 1947: Of Brothels and Churches by Alice Outwater 


After such lightheartedness in preparing for my departure from New York, I was now confronted 
with the unadorned reality of a France still recovering from German occupation. 


Me, My Client, and The Squirrels by Marshall Fine 


I wonder if the squirrels and Joe were my nemeses or my lessons? 


Masks and Uniforms by Karen Kotrba 


“They’re killing us,” she shrieks, over and over. Her face is a mask of shock. 


If God is All Hammered Time, a poem, and The Blacksmith, a 
reflection, by Warren Molton 


Both of my grandfathers wielded hammers for a living. 


Colors Of The Seasons, an Introduction and Four Color 
Photographs by Gloria Jewel Leitner 


Digging Deeper by Sue Clarry 


But now I know from experience that it isn’t going to go away until I dig it up. 


Journey of the Goddesses by Kate Dahlstedt 


I wanted them to see me as strong and in charge and not feel sorry for me or feel burdened with caring 
for me. 


Saving the Earring, a poem by Kim Hermanson 


Following Bear by Jean Benedict Raffa 


No, I needed a powerful, dangerous animal, something that filled the princess with awe and dread 
while fascinating her beyond reason. 





Words Through a Stethoscope by Katherine Hauswirth 


I had an image of myself as Robert Redford in Three Days of the Condor or All the President's Men—a 
brainy and rumpled but heroic and sexy kind of word-rogue. 


What will global activists do after returning home? Will they differ 
from 1960's activists? by Bob Banner 


What will happen to their enthusiasm and vigor and anger and love and deeply felt grief at what's 
happening to the world? 


Being Here by Kathy Hayes 
I learned to operate on autopilot: I got through each day without really thinking about what I was 
doing. This was success? 


In the Healing God’s Sanctuary by Edward Tick 
The shades of the ancients, unseen, seemed to throng the ruins. In the healing god’s sanctuary between 
the green mountains...I felt cupped in the palm of some giant, hidden hand. 


Death And Joy by Joen Fagan 


Over the years I’ve had a number of dreams in which I am dying. 
My Father's Hands, a poem by Lynda Wilson-Jones 
The Parlor by Michael Wilbur 


The broken femur was determined to be a pathological fracture—serious. 


On Reading Chekhov by Frank Rubenfeld 


His writing echoes with an abiding compassion for those who need it most. 


In the Woods, By the Water: Healing Journeys into Nature by 
William P. Ryan and Jeanne M. Lightfoot (Ashfield, MA: Temenos Press 
1999) reviewed by James Bull 


Let nature reveal herself to you and in so doing awaken you to your deeper Self 


Letter to the Editor from Alice Outwater 


whatever it 1s, a poem by Douglas Worth 





